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AMONG THE THUNDER SOFTLY
John Pilaar
"what happens in heaven and in the house of hades"
-Socrates.
A star appeared among the thunder softly
and the I was lightning over the dandelions
among the flaming stars.
But then the tree whispered me to life
and the dreams said "wonder" - whispered it to me
while the leaf was soft in rustling.
And storm forgot I ran the wet grass
over the black earth, under the black sky
and whispered to myself the question "why".
Why of logic love and death
and forgot myself to watch the headlights of the cars
march past in proger ranks (why not).
And the poles of the telephone rise
streetlights dim the skies and I
am but a watcher hidden in the dark.
The house calls proper proper life
to me and pounces m a thought of other things
where other houses have their station midst the worlds.
And but a moment before death of that moment
haunts self and then I come
to the lightning star dandelion earth light dark; and cease .
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UNTITLED STORY
Karen Feldkamp
I went to a movie the other night, and saw something
about a prostitute who turned good and went into orthopedics
and gave little k~ds a bath. She threw in the towel after
some guy got her drunk and shaved her head. Luckily, she
waited till it grew back before she applied at the hospital.
I walked out in the middle of it, when one little boy that
was a patient of hers broke into three verses of "Mommy
Dear" - off key. I just couldn't take anymore.
I walked out into the street, and it was still dark.
Nothing had changed while I was gone. The movie put me .
in a constipated mood. I didn't know whether to just sit
and wait patiently for something to happen, or run around
the block a few times to get something moving. I started
walking, dragging my feet to kill time, and wear out the
toes of my P. F. Fliers. My mother bought them for me,
and I always have hated the color.
All of the sudden there's a dog walking with me. , He
must have popped up out of the sidewalk. He had something
in his mouth, so I decided to get something to eat. I
knelt down besiae the dog, trying to pry his mouth open
to get some suggestions, but his stubbornness and rapid
take-off around the corner left me a failure. He broke
the skin on my thumb a little, and dented the nail, but
I could probably cover that with nail polish. Luckily I
had left the bandage on that callous on the palm of my
left hand that was peeling a couple of weeks ago, so I
transferred it to my thumb, which needed more immediate
first aid than the callous. It wasn't bleeding, but ybu
never know when it might decide to start. I was so mad
at the dog by that time, I decided I was really going to
eat somthing fattening. I stormed down the street to the
time of a Sousa march, arms swinging with bent elbows, anp
hands clenched in fists. I got so carried away for a
minute, I socked myself in the jaw, and bit my tongue. I
nearly tore the door down of the first coffee shop I got
to, like Matt Dillon. I took a seat in one of the booths,
as everyone stared at my powerful entrance. The waitress
come over to me almost before I sat down. She was a fat
old lady, with a roll above her fat stomach, a hairnet,
and a pink uniform. She looked like the owner's wife.
Maybe it was her smile. She said "Hello" and handed me
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a menu. She looked like a sweet old lady, her small
mouth rounded upward, her happy eyes softened by her
gray hair. I asked her if they had any desserts. As
she leaned over me to point them out, she jabbed the
metal-tipped corners of the other menues in her hand
into the side of my head, but she apologized so sincerely,
making wrinkles in her forehead and around her eyes, that
I wasn't very mad.
I wasn't thirsty, so I just had an extra large piece
of chocolate cake, to get even with that dog. It tasted
good, although it was a little crummy and dry, but the
frosting lubricated it some. There was still time
before the stores closed, so when I finished, I put
fresh lipstick on. My hands tightened around the mirror
to nearly crush it. I gasped when I saw the reflection
of my mouth-chocolate cake crumbs all over, spotting,
pitting my teeth. It looked like a picnic tablecloth
during an ant raid. My hands got cold. Beads of
perspiration broke out on my forehead and in the bends
of my arms. I looked around frantically~oh 'Gd9, no
toothpicks, not even a half a stick of Dentyne. It
was a fate worse than death. How could I ever smile at
anyone again?
She brought me my check, and said she hoped I
enjoyed the cake. Then she leaned over to tell me in
a quiet, confidential way that she gave me more than
she was supposed to, and don't tell her husband, or he'd
take her car keys away. She smiled so motherly and
genuinely that her eyes got bluer. I almost started
to smile back, but how could I? If I could have at
least burped, to let her know I was grateful. She had
a puzzled look and a tilted head when I didn't say
anything. I wanted to leave that place, so I wouldn't
have to face her, that I banged my knee under the table,
ripped most of the hair off of it when it stuck to a
fresh wad of gum, and tore the sleeve on my coat trying
to pull it from the corner of the table where it had
caught. Needless to say, I had everyone's undivided!
attention again as I fumbled to the door with my coat
on inside out.
The idea of going to a store nearly turned my
stomach sideways. I just wanted to go home and watch
TV, or make some macaroni salad by myself. I ran about
four blocks, but finally slowed down when I realized
I was kicking myself every time I ran a step. I brushed
the footprints off of the back of my coat, and walked
briskly, with my nose pointing to the sidewalk the rest
of the way to the bus stop.
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It was just my luck to not have the correct change,
so I handed the dri~my money. He dropped my fare
into the deposit box for me, and handed me my change.
I said, "Thank you," he smiled so that his gums showed,
but it faded quickly when he saw my straight face. My
heao began to ache a little. How' could I explain to him
that . I ~«lked out in the middle of a lousy show and met
thi.s dog, c;~.nd so I had a piece of chocqlate cake, and
now all the crumbs are in between my teeth and it looks
like ants, and I don't even have half a stick of Dentyne,
and that's why I didn't smile. He'd never believe t:hat
one, so I quickly sat down in one of the side seats
that face the aisle. He left the corner like a kamikaze
pilot, so that by the time he slowed down for the red .
light, I had slid three-quarters of the way off of the
leather seat. The greasy pole didn't make my ascent
any less con~picuous.
I heard some giggling ·and babbling from one of the
seats near me, turned to look, and saw that it was a
pink little girl about two years old. She caught my eye
with her smiling, happy yipes, screeches, and yells, and
her swinging arms. She looked at me, flapping her arms
up and down in f~ont of her like a seal or a defo·-tmed
bird, and gigled with playful growls and squeals, like
an old Theresa Brewer record. I looked at her, trying
to smile on the right side only, so my teeth wouldn't
show. Oh, if only I had a toothbrush, I wouldn't even
care what color. She kept waving her arms and babbling.
Then she hit her bonnet and tilted it over one eye. She
had everyone on the bus captured, laughing and sharing
her fun. I was so frantic by this time, I started to
pick my teeth with my fingernails. It was too late.
I got off at my stop. As the bus pulled away, I could
hear the iaughter fade as the exhaust shot into my face.
The choking gassy smell lingered with me, and the dark
stre.et looked so empty and infinitely black, as it
swallowed me.
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THE PINK DOOR
Nancy Schanze
Olive green, rich gold, burnt orange, with accents of
dark brown and pale blue colored the scale drawings of
the interior of my imaginary house fo.r art in the home
class. I thpught the G:lass w.ould be an interesting
elective, and I might major in interior decorating. I
had been immersed in other schoolwork when I realiz·ed
this was Friday ', and the final project was due Monday.
Last - minqte • Jo, the girls on my dorm hall tabbed
me. Well, I had been tramping ·to store~ for upholstery,
carpet, and paint· samples for almost a month, but the
notebook remai~ed to be begun. I sighed to think of
all those tiny pieces of furniture to be cut out, and
the infinite mixing of water colors to obtain the exact
hue. Texture, o~d-'bitty-Newman insisted, must be shown
with water c·.olor~. My haphazard effqrts .had been
earniqg P's· in that class, so I supposed I must work for
an A on my final project. I needed perfection too much.
An all-ni9hter, or perhaps two; were looming ahead.
I didn t particularly enjoy staring at the nondescript,
beige .waLl. dir·e c.tly in front of my desk, so I turned to
gaze a·t the room. Three college girls with all th~ir
beautifying and higher learning equipment had stuffed
themselves into a nine-by-twe.lve room last September.
A metal bunk and a single bed pre~mpted one half of
the space. The green and beige striped bedspreads clashed
gratingly wi'th the intense, pink door. The mirror, which
was cloudy from hair spray, sported several sorority
stickers around its edges and reflected three blond
desks and a sink whose mirror faced it. Past the pale,
worn, green drapes, across from the door, I saw another
duplicate w.ing of Burns Hall, made of grey aluminum.
Tina, my roommate, popped her head in, "Hey, Jo, you
gain' to dinner?'
"No," I replied, . "I '11 just relax for a minute and
have a cigarette~ This damn project is due Monday at
8:00 bells."
"Okay", she answered, while slipping into a better
pair of shoes and leaving the old ones in the middle of
the floor.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and inhaled smoke
while reflecting on the sky after sunset. It looked as
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if life had just, a moment ago, expired . My mind
turned backward, remembering the dusk, two months ago,
when Daddy had died.
A 160-acre, rented farm in Johnson County, Iowa
had killed him. The dust of the corn fields and the
stench of pigs had eaten away his lungs. I had wished
I had been a boy becaused we couldn't afford hired
help, and I was an only child. I had fe.d pigs and
driven a tractor . In the winter, I fed cattle and
helped Daddy bed them down with dusty straw, but I didn't
help enough. Daddy interrupted his work to gasp air
oftener as I grew older. The outside work and the
housework I did because Mother was sick most of my high
school days taught me life is hard. That you must
finish what you start, and you must give all of yourself
to do the job right were etched into my soul. Did this
life environment dictate that I must go to colleg.e and
get an A in art in the home? I couldn't figure what I
was doing in Burns Hall, working on a silly project.
Through the smoky-colored air, I perceived the dim
outline of the forbidding tower at University Hospital.
When I was a senior in high school, Larry, my boyfriend,
had driven us eighty miles, daily, for two weeks to that
hospital where Daddy underwent examination. I remembered
trudging to the par king lot with Larry, the day the doctors
told Daddy he had lung cancer, and they couldn't help him.
Larry had held me in his arms in the car, but I couldn ' t
cry. I knew a terrible ordeal awaited us; I ·kept my ·
emotions inside and felt sorry for Daddy.
A graphic image of his death loomed before my eyes.
I watched him stop breathing while I, in vain, turned the
oxygen valve higher. I remember thinking how timely his
dying was. I had become eighteen in August, the legal
age for adulthood in Iowa. I felt I had lost childhood.
I still wanted to be a child . Blackness dominated the
landscape when Tina returned from dinner and pulled the
drapes .
I measured fifteen inches from the floor to a chair
seat, and brought it down to scale. Through the night,
I drank coffee and smoked cigarettes while cutting out
tiny pieces of furniture and arranging them on a floor
plan. I thought of the ten-room farmhouse, empty of
love, where Mother lived alone. In the winter, she had
waded the drifts in the half-mile lane to teach school
at Wittburg. A couple of dozen second graders were
saving her sanity. I felt guilty. She was sacrificing
so much to send me to school , and right now I hated it.
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I heard the dorm awake on Saturday and felt festivity
in the air. Iowa would play Ohio State at the football
stadium that afternoon. By 1:00 p ,m., the dorm was silent
except for my snipping scissors and brush strokes. Oh,
heck, I had worked long enough. I was tired and hungry.
Why not go to the game? I locked the pink door and began
the three-mile hike to the stadium. The smell of formaldehyde burst into my nostrils as I walked in front of the
cement building of smells called the chemistry-botonypharmacy building. I wished Larry were walking beside
me, shielding me from the rain and making the afternoon
fun. Tiredness inched throughout my limbs. Ahead, the
rain plopped into the muddy, green river; a crowd of
unbrellas surged up a hill toward the stadium. I couldn't
master that hill. By forcing myself to keep taking one
more step, I returned with relief to my ugly, pink door .
I shook the water from my trench and kicked off my
slimy, cold tennies~ From down the abandoned hall,
floated the off beat of Brubeck's "Take Five" . I
followed the sound and found Maria who was two years
older than me, a senior. She and I had attended grade
school together at Wittburg and had been friends. Now
she lived in Des Moines and we were acquaintances, Our
friendship evaporated because I could discern the country
girl behind the sophisticated art major, but her present
friends had never heard of our hick town. She was trying
to ooze nonchalance, sprawled on the green bedspread
in a blue slip, smoking. We played honeymoon bridge while
11,998 students cheered the Hawkeyes on. Her long, white
fingers with the half-inch nails, holding a Salem,
fascinated me. Larry's fingers were brown and slim, and
they held Pall Malls. I had learned honeymoon bridge
at the kitchen table of Larry's basement apartment. We
had drunk screwdrivers and talked. I loved to talk
with him; that apartment is still across the street, but
he isn't. He is a market researcher in Kansas City,
412 miles away. Bored with Maria, I returned to my
project . I had come to college to improve myself, and
wondered if university life would evolve me into a
phony like her. I thought I preferred to remain a hick
from Wittburg.
By 4:00, exuberant with Iowa's victory, excited coeds
flitted back from the game to primp for Saturday night
dates. Showers ran and doors banged. Hair spray cloyed
the atmosphere and lipstick colored busy mouths. Eyes
became blue or green shadows, and dresses clung to excited
bodies. Jane, my other roommate, interrupted my work to
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ask, "Jo·, do you really think I should wear the red or
the navy? Red is Bill's favorite color, but navy accents
my blue eyes. I want so much to impress Bill tonight.
Maybe he'li give me his fraternity pin if I play it cool."
"W~ar the red and put on blue eye shadow," I replied.
Tina voted for the navy. "The red is too obviously
sexy, and you _don't want Bill to catch on that you're
playing for his pin. Keep them guessin', you know." The
phone rang t"O announce Bill was waiting in the lobby when
Jane decided the yellow sweater outfit would look nicest
with the pin. Tina and Jane pranced out the door, and
the eye sbadqw, hair spray cans, rollers, and clips lay
forgotton on cluttered dressers. A shower dripped. I
was alone with Johnny Mathis singing "Wonderful, Wonderful".
Wonderful was the word to describe my freshman year
here when Larry had been a senior. Iowa City had been
fun and romGnce with Larry. He didn't have a car then,
and I remembered fighting the blowing snow with him
to walk downtown to see ''Wild Strawberries". After the
movie, w~ had ducked into the Airliner bar for a beer
and a pizza. Voices had buzzed around us while we
talked of the movie, love, and how we would get married
and raise kids. I wondered if a liberal arts degree was
requir~d to be a mother and a wife.
We had kissed
goodnight in the teeming crowd of hands, mouths, and
passions in front of my dorm, and each dreamed of the
other. I had · decided I should return to school the next
year and date around. Maybe I didn't really love Larry.
He had been strength through adolescence, but security
couldn't suffice. In one of my high-minded moments I
had turned down his marriage proposal to finish college
and to discover if I loved him. I'm not sure I made
the right decision. I needed him now. To heck with
college, I'd ·call him and spend the week in Kansas City.
I had to stand one foot close to that pink door to phone
hi~
~o answer.
I played solitaire, drank a Coke, read
a book, smoked a cigarette, and clatter returned to the
hollow halls. It was 1:00 a.m., and Tina and Jane were
high on gin and hilarity. Jane got the pin. I set the
alarm for 2:30a.m. and crawled up on the top bunk. I
had to reach Larry tonight to tell him to meet me
tomorrow at the train. We would stay in a motel. The
alarm; I was dreaming of Daddy.
"Hello," murmured Larry's warm voice.
"Darling, I can't stand it. I'm coming on the
2:00 p ..m. train tomorrow. Meet me. "
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"Jo, honey, you don't really want . to do _this . . We
can •·t be selfish. Think of our parents. Think of your
grades. If you got pregnant . . . "
"Darling, I beg you. This place .;is driving me crazy!"
He talked to me quietly and w·e hung up. Despair fell on
me. I crawled· up onto the green spread and doubling my
knees under 'my stomach, cried. How ' could he be so cruel?
"Larry, Larry, l want to die. Please God, let me die.
Life is a succession -of nothings." Tina blubbered, "Don't
cry, Jo, don't."
The phone rang. ' Hope! He changed his mind. In the
dark, I reached the phone and thrilled to his, "Hi, honey,
you were crying, weren't you?" He talked to me in his
gentle way for half an hour. He was the only one who could
soothe me.
I found refuge in my project again. That pink door
laughed grot~squely as I struggled into a second dawn.
The door had become a feeling of circumstances and
environment · molding my underfined goals and directing my
life. It seemed to both shut me in, and open to a new
life. I mixed water colors and they were an infusion of
pink; I cut tiny sofas and lamps and pasted them on a
floor plan. I dreamed of a home with Larry. Then, the
wind slammed the pink door shut to remind me I had to grow
up alone.
THE CAT
Nancy Dewees
The black cat comes softly and smoothly,
Curling at my feet when I pause.
At night it's a panther with luminous eyes.
t can't see it in the sun -But the shadow is there, teasing me.
Sometimes I forget, and laugh -Then I hear the purr,
And feel a claw.
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OBSERVING A CHURCH ONE SUNDAY
Jim Sadler
I walk in
through the oak doors
and see the colored windows
and the sober faces.
I sit down on
a hard seat
and feel the fast glances
and the whispers,
and in the back one baby cries;
up in front
a door in the wall
spits out the choir;
above, a picture of Jesus
(scumbled)
by a rock,
looking towards a light
from a stormy sky,
two babies are crying;
struck by a conceited voice
I heard the night- before
at the Sports Bar,
HALLELUJAH!
(~hat sounds like ALLOFYA)
so we all stand up,
and now three babies are crying;
the organ plays harder,
a court jester
walks in wearing
a black robe,
waves a black checkbook,
four babies are crying;
in four corners,
red-lighted,
user-guarded
EXIT signs;
(in the back
four mothers
run to the lobby)
and all the time
the organ plays
kyrie eleison
and I'll be damned.
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THREE POEMS
Peg Brotherston
The Russet Tree
The russet tree is black and bending
Winter-dry into the west,
All December she is tending
Spongy apples at her breast,
Foolish relics to remind her
Spring was ever in her hair,
Or the lusty bees could find her
Petals flushing, falling there.
The Secret
How could I tell you what it was I found
so homely-warm the chill December night
between the skyshine and the empty trees
that place we came to late and winterbound?
You would disdain again my fooling sense
of paradox and tell me to my face
a country girl could guess the season rigbt ..
There were no drifts of daisies to the fence,
no summer-blowing banks of Queen Anne's Lace.
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Initials On The Snow
They'll never stand my letters up
And scrape the lichens from the o's
To read in aftertimes that stone
Regard I had for you.
They'll spy no relic Valentine
On Lion Gate or Runic Horn
A hieroglyph an ox a cow
A travertine adieu.
No cinerary ghost will beg
An alabaster point of view
Nor pick nor shovel strike below
This brief intaglio.
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UNTITLED STORY
Pat Gowen
In Room 101 I sit down to study. Through the open
window filters the grind of motors, the splash of tires
on wet pavement--the darkness of night sounds--the slam
of a car door, the laugh of a girl. I don't know want
to be here. Dorm life is mere existence. Life is
always outside. I want to be dancing with Kass at the
Sweetheart Ball or sitting on the floor with him ·
playing chess and drinking beer.
I try to study, but attention is like a rope in a
tug-of-war, being pulled to the dark sounds outside,
then to the light sounds in the room, which is cluttered
with four years of college life. An LBJ-for-the USA
button is stabbed into the bulletin board next to a
dried-out corsage. I shouldn't look at the corsage,
because I'll start thinking about all the fun I had
at Homecoming. Squashed ~etween a Nation of Sheep
and The Beaches of Falesa' by Dylan Thomas staringly
sits The Brothers Karamazov. I can never remember
whether you accent the -ra- or the -rna-. It begs to
be read, and I really tried to read it once, but after
the first twenty pages, the Russian names killed my
enthusiasm.
I turn to look at the walls, but they depress me.
Their nothing color sickens me. The harsh texture of
the cement blocks looks like the moon's surface--scarred,
scratched, and pitted. They start to close in, and I
want to run into the hall and scream. But, I know I'd
get late minutes.
The corridor is actually worse than the room. It
looks cold and sterile as it stretches past fifty two
lives. It looks best when wet umbrellas line the sides.
The square lights down the ceiling are lit alternately
after closing--to save money, I guess. I walk past the
kitchenette where two girls in robes are trying to decide
wheter to buy a popsicle or fudgesicle, a Nestle's
Crunch or a Powerhouse. A small girl with dark, vague
hair is washing it in the metal sink, and I know only
her first name. The two girls finally decide what they
want, and they feed money into the hungary machine
monsters. The candy machine greedily eats a dime and
spits out a Nestle's Crunch. The girl in the flowered
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robe puts a quar t er in the ice cream machine, but it
won't return her change. She swears and kicks it, but
it won't give up three nickels. They leave, and the
girl mutters, "These damn machines never work."
Two girls are enclosed in the phone booths like
insects in a bottle. One smiling girl is standing
in the booth mixing words with laughter. The girl at
the pay phone is clad in a sweatshirt and cutoffs. She
is sitting on the floor with her feet crushed under
her bottom. The door is open slightly for air. The
booths get so hot that I~at unless I open the door.
That is actually against the rules, but I'd smother
if I didn't.
The phone booths are contact with life, but usually
I can't get an outside line. I waited once for half
an hour, and when the girl on switch answered, she said,
"I'm sorry ; there are no outside lines." I thanked
her, but I didn't really mean it.
the sounds of the jon strikes my ears. The
flushing of a toilet sends noise into the hall. The
sound of water brashly spraying in th~ shower is
muffled by the doors. A cute blonde in a pink terry
cloth robe pushes the entrance door open. She carries
a small pail in her hand ; the sort pale children load
sand into at the beach . Her Lavoris bottle clanks
against the side of the pail and accidentally nudges
the toothpaste. The door swings silently shut, and the
pink blonde disappears from the sterile corridor.
The jon itself is cold, staring place. Mirrors
face each other above the two neat rows of basins. When
I acok into one, I can see what infinity must be like.
I feel closer to people in there, because we're all
involved in natural functions. I find it difficult to
be pretentious ~hen I'm climbing naked into a hot shower.
The bulletin board outside the jon is filled with
notices. "Remember your fire drill numbers . " Mine is
easy to remember because ours is the first room on the
hall. Another l.i st· tells me that I may have my hair
in rollers for Friday dinner, that I may wear a robe to
Sunday breakfast, and that I must wear heels to Sunday
dinner. That's another rule I break, because I crawl
out of bed at about noon and can't work up the energy
to put on heels for a noisy crowd of eating girls that
couldn't care less.
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I turn back down the square tunnel and head for
my cell. I'll try to study again, but when I want out
of here, I can't think of anything else. The walls
shout constraint, and what I want is freedom.

MID-MOURNING
Doug Van Hala
Rather evident,
as a ton of garbage on the bed,
or like my hair burning,
the old lovable jukebox penetrates my forehead
like a ten-penny nail.
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THE UNTITLED STORY
Fidelia Echezona
I met Meryl on my third day in Kalamazoo. Her boyfriend, an African student at Western Michigan University,
had promised me the previous night to find me a girl
that would show me a hair dresser. When Meryl stopped
her black 1959 Chevrolet near my Kalamazoo home apart~ent
stairs, I felt that I had found a friend who would lead
me in my search for the true heart of the Americans. I
sat at her left glancing at her from the sides of my
eyes. She resembled Adamma , my best friend in Logos.
She was well groomed fr om head to toe, her rouge and
dark red lipstick and nail polish match her dark skin
exactly. She was five feet six, sl~m and well dressed.
Her pleated navy blue skirt measured three inches above
her knees.
The first thing I admired about Meryl was how she
drove her car. She tore the wind as we floated along
leaning to the left or right at the corners and speeding
past the traffic lights becau se they had turned green or
yellow. Each time we stoppe d at the bright red light,
my companion cran~ d her neck from side to side as if we
were surrounded by enemies. At last she stopped suddenly
in front of a small NU.te house bearing a small black
board with the sign "Sara's Bea uty Shop Permanent-Hair
tinting-Hair Shaping and Scalp" the hair dresser was
absent so Meryl said to me "Why don't you sit down? I
made an appointment for you and I hope she'll come back
soon."
She sat on the sofa near the window, crossed her
long slender legs, drew a packet of Parliament Cigarettes
from her purse and started smoking. I sat on a red
davenport opposite the window and stole looks at her over
the Vogue magazine I t ook from the table.
I began to feel that Meryl was a more superior being
than I, at least , she poss e ssed some human qualities and
advantages that I lackedo She spoke very little when
three other women, the ha ir dresser and a man in work
clothes asked me questions about Africa. She did not
express any surprise when I told them that I saw my first
elephants and tigers in a zoo in Manchester, England.
She only said in deep, slow contralto "I have read many
books about Africa and I know better than to believe all
the shows they put on the TV screen . "
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I noticed also that the topic of racial segregation
in the South which occupied most of our time received only
one statement from her: -- " I t is inpart our fault too."
Meryl accepted me as her friend much quicker than
I expected and I regarded this as a good mark on her
character, obviously she was less suspicious than most
African girls who would have liked to study me for at
least two months. She introduced me to her family of
four boys and five girls. She was twenty-one and oldest
of the children. Her father was working at Allied Paper
Industry, Kalamazoo and her mother had not worked for a
long time. She also introduced me to her "best friend
in Kalamazoo," Vicki, twenty-year old daughter of a
medical doctor who lived in Plainwell.
I first met Vicki at Gilmore's Ice Cream Parlor
where both friends work part-time each week. That day,
I began to regard the Stereotyped Americans I see in
books and films as fake. I paused to piece together
the bits I have heard about American negroes
In America, the American white is always the master.
He treats the American negro with contempt.
American restaurants never serve the American whites
and negroes in the same table.
American negro accepts the place of second rate
citizen complacently.
He hates all whites beyond all descriptions.
He is laxy, unintelligent and not as industrious
as his white neighbors.
He is loose and dirty in his habits.
But there, in front of me, sat two Americans white
and black, who have chosen each other as the "best friend
in Kalamazoo" Both of them attended the same lectures
at Kalamazoo School of Business, both cut the s a me classes
when they wished, both have the same aspirations and both
hoped to live in the same apartment after their graduation
from school and draw the same amount of money from Social
Welfare Funds until both were employed .
Vicki roused me from this reverie by shouting: "Hey
Africa!" We decided to meet again the following Sunday
in front of the Kalamazoo County Police Building so that
Meryl would take us to her one month old church on
Portage street.
I stood at the rendezvous ten minutes before eight
to see whether or not Meryl would keep her time. As I
stood freezing in that wintry Sunday morning, old and
new models of Oldsmobile, Chevrolet, Chrysler, Merc~des,
Benz, Cadillac, Volkswagen, Ford and Pontiac carrying
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gaily dressed men, women and children in -church clothes,
floated past me. At two minutes to eight I saw three
large green feathers in bright mauve hat turning from
side to side as a black 1959 Chevrolet rolled towards
me . . . Meryl. The church was a 30' by 20' old living
room, the adjoining bedroom being used as the vestry.
The sigh board behind the chairman noted that last week
attendance was 82, when the service was _over it recorded
83. Only Vicki, the visiting priest, his wife and babe
were whites, the rest were negro men, women, teenagers
and children. I felt at once that I was in a village
church in Nigeria. The negroes still retain the cheerful
nature they inherited from their African ancestors.
Their beautiful songs enriched with brisk, quick rhythms
and sweet melody would have passed unnoticed in many
Nigerian villages but for the meanings which were laden
with expression of sorrow and suffering. Meryl, Vicki
and others sang these unwritten songs cheerfully along
with the trembling notes of the organ. The priest spoke
"to the hearts of the congregation" about the "worth of
patience in this life which results in triumph in the
next world." He led them patiently, waiting for everybody to find the correct pages of Exodus, Joshua,
Ezekiel, Daniel, Letters to Thessalonica, Hebrews and
Revelation, to see where God Himself wrote it.
On our way home I asked Meryl why she left the first
church she once took us to. "Because that church was
getting too big and too impersonal, I don't want to
worship with snobs." She replied. Her reply helped me
to understand why I made over sixty hand shakes immediately
after the service. Everybody wanted to know my name, the
children moved very close to each adult seeking to be
patted on the head and cheek.
This church service gave me a deeper insight into
Meryl's character . Her behavior in three different
dinners we attended confirmed her su~eriority over me.
The first dinner took place at Vicki s house. Vicki,
the second and only daughter of her parents' three
children was behaving too childishly that day. I too
was whimpering with fear because the food, the house and
the people were too rich for me. Meryl was very composed.
She ate the food quietly and thanked the hostess most
graciously while I searched for the appropriate verbs
and adjectives to apply. At meryl's house, both Vicki
and I were confused about which plates and forks belonged
to us on a small table which must seat thirteen eaters.
Meryl showed each person where to sit and pacified
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everybody by handing each person the right fork and plates
at the right time. In my house, the food was too spicy
and too different for Vicki but Meryl showed no sign that
anything strange was happening.
One snowy evening three of us were coming home
from Vicksburg when our car suddenly stuck in a puddle.
They knew I would rather sit in that car till next spring
then stand in that snow to push the car . Vicki tried
in vain to push the car alone. When Vicki failed, we
sat in the car looking at Meryl who stared blankly out
of the window . At last Meryl bolted out and pushed the
car forward, swearing hard at the car and calling it "old
girl blockhead."
It occurred to me immediately that I had never seen
Meryl in a bad mood, so I got them arguing about who should
be blamed for the condition of American Negroes in the
South. I knew that this was a topic many American would
rather not discuss but Vicki and Meryl had much to say
on it. Among African girls this type of topic, which
touches the very root of the society, would have invited
many high pitched shoutings and hand clappings. Adamma,
whose very image I see in Meryl, would have exploded her
arguments in unristriced language until the big nerves
on her neck would show. But our discussion in Meryl's
car contained none of these agitations and thunder. We
calmly came to the conclusion that our forefathers were
stupid then we thought. "Why did those white merchants
go to Africa to buy their fellow men?" Vicki asked.
"Why did those Africans sell their brothers and
sisters?" I asked.
"Why did those negroes refuse to go back to Africa
when they were told to go? I read it in my history
book, why didn't they go back then?" Meryl asked.
Since our forefathers were too dead to answer these
questions, we left the argument unconcluded. So I
introduced another topic: "What would you do if you
marry and African boy and he insists on marrying a second
wife?" I asked. Vicki immediately answered: "I think
it is immoral."
Meryl did not speak much, as usual, she only said,
"If Africans do not think that it is immoral then I
won't.''
I asked them what they think about Russia "I don't
know what I think about Russia, I'll have to read more
about them or go there before I know." was Meryl's answer.
One day I told Meryl that I would like her to wear
my national dress to the African Student's party. I will
never forget how quickly she replied: "I will not, unless
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you'll give Vicki too. She 1 11 probably look as pale as
death itself . Sometimes I wish I could paint her a
bit dark. But I guess, she'll be alright."
Vicki and I always forget to include each other in
some friendly activities with Meryl but she lost no
second in reminding us to "include every{)ody." My wrapper
fitted her exactly from neck, waist and down to the
ankle. I stared at her and sighed "If I were king, I
would make you (and Vicki) the ambassador (s) of the
world.
"What do you think they'll do to Vicki in Congo?"
Meryl asked very much amused, "Unless she basks in
Florida" they'll probably prefer her in Russia", I replied.
'~eryl will disappear on the way to florida if we drive
past Alabama." Vicki added.
It is clear to me now why I admire Meryl. Here is
a girl who contradicts almost all the sterotyped qualities
attributed to negroes in United States. In all my
dealings with her she is a unique individual and not a
number out of the category of race called negroes, nor
even a conventional character in Packard's Status Seeker,
Dingwell's American Woman, or Peter Rose's Theh and We.
Her · honest friendship with Vicki shows t at she'
does not judge people on basis of their color or labels
but rather on personal qualities.
I do not pretend that thousands of negroes in
Kalamazoo are all Meryls nor that the quarter of a
million negroes in the United States have such faithful
friends as Vicki, all I am saying is that I have discovered
two Americans who have built around them a world full
of love and joy. These two girls have provided me with
a frame of reference upon which I shall base my story
of Americans when I go home. Their behavior shouts
out to me "Not all white Americans are snobs and not all
negroes are lazy and loose. There are millions of
Americans who never get recognition in books and films
because they are normal people."
Meryl has also taught me that an African, as she is
by blood, who is unspoiled by nature's glorious sunshine
and hundred relatives' helping hands . can find her
individuality if she is keen on searching for nothing
but the truth.
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THREE POEMS
Jim Sadler
Poem
Her stooped body,
framed in the window
of the house,
with the yellow glow of the streetlights
bathing her face
and giving her recesses shadow;
(and her Dads' white shirt
looked like a shroud)
was a good sight to me
as I scraped the frozen ice
from my windshield.
In Our Time
Whisper in her ·ear
on a Tuesday night,
since weekends
and other nights
are full of people,
and try not to let her hear
what you want to say
so even she
can't know or tell
in someone else's
damn ear
what you are like
or how you feel;
but God,
don't feel
and best,
fill up Tuesday night
with people.
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Dreaming
For a breast
and a good set of buttocks,
I would wear very long socks
so the hair on my legs wouldn't
be exposed to the public;
and at night I would take them off,
so she could wiggle her soft toes
on my manly, hairy le9s;
and I'm sure I couldn t
bring myself to pick my nose
at such a good moment.
A bed is good company
when it is loaded with a lovemachine.
(I even have a baldhead)
One thing though,
the alarm clock
by my side,
set for 6:15.
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UNTITLED STORY
David Quint
We used to call her Janie back in Ps92. At that
age we didn't have the sophistication necessary to
pigeon-hole her neatly into "midale lower". In fact
everyone liked her. She had black hair and blue eyes and
her mother . put her hair into a braided pig-tail every day.
We all knew those things, but what I remember about her
was that she was nice. Janie was just about the nicest
person in our whole room.
I remember the time when Harry DeKraft shot all
those paper wads onto the ceiling in Old Miss Harvey's
room. He made them by chewing paper towels and they
dried up and stuck just about as good as gum under a
chair. Now Harry wasn't really bad but he just wasn't
very bright and everybody knew that. Some of the guys
made a lot of fun of him. They used to take his glasses
and he would get lost and cry. Most of us didn't like
that though. Janie made them stop. But we still used
to laugh at the things he did. Strange, but Harry got
to liking people laughing at him, and he used to do
all kinds of things to be funny. Shoothing all those
spit wads on the ceiling was one of them.
Old Miss Harvey was reading us Tom Sawyer at story
time, and Tom and Becky were lost in the cave and the
candle was almost burnt out. No one breathed. We were
all afraid to death--that is all but Harry. He wasn't
even listening. Know what? Harry shot a spit wad and
it "splat" just between words and Miss Harvey heard it.
She looked up at the ceiling and her eyebrows disappeared
into her glasses just like they always did when she got
mad. She took Harry into the hall and in a couple of
minutes they were back with a tall ladder from the janitors'
closet. She helped Harry set it up, and then she gave
him a yard stick and told him to climb up and knock
them down. Harry was scared of heights and you could
see his arms begin to shake when he got to the top step.
Ps92 had pretty high ceilings and that eight foot ladder,
still left a big gap. Harry reached up as far as he
could while still keeping a hand on the ladder, but he
was still half a foot short. Unfortunately for Harry,
just about then someone started laughing quietly, and
pretty soon all of us were following suit and holding
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our hands to our mouths and giggling--whether we felt
like it or not. Then the recess bell rang and Miss Harvey
told Harry that he would have to stay in and knock all
"those" (as she called them) down.
No one else knows this , but I saw Janie sneak back.
She didn't say much: just grabbed the yardstick from
Harrys hand and stomped up the ladder bold as you please,
and dry spit wads were falling like rain.
.
Everyone was amazed after recess, even Old Miss Harvey.
Someone even told Harry he did a neat job. He beamed .
Janie never told. I knew she wouldn't. She wasn't like
that.
We all knew she was a Seventh Day Adventist because
she mentioned to all of us at one time or another. For
a kid she was awful smart. She knew how the other
Christians miscounted and made Sunday the 7th day when
it really wasn't . She knew a lot of verses by heart too.
In fact, there was in our kiddie world nothing that
wouldn't fit nicely into what Janie already knew. It
didn't even bother her that none of the rest of us believed in Santa Claus any more, or that the cardboard
fireplace they set up at her house wasn't hooked to a
chimney.
Old Miss Harvey got our room a Christmas tree the
next week. We made paper chains and popcorn strings and
cut out pictures from old Christams cards. When it was
finished we thought it was the most beautiful tree ever.
Once the tree was done, we all wrote our names on a piece
of paper and put them into a box. Miss Harvey shook
them up and we drew . If you got your own you had to
put it back. I looked over Harry's shoulder after he
drew and he got Janie. Harry just folded the paper and
stuck it into his shirt pocket. We weren't suppose to
tell who we drew, but Harry didn't even go "ooh" or
cover his mouth or giggle like a lot of the kids. His
grey eyes looked soft and wet and sort of mysterious
back behind their thick magnifiers.
The Friday afternoon before Christmas vacation we
had our party with ice-cream and cookies shaped like
stars . Everyone brought candy and peanuts and like that
from home. We played games for a while but enthusiasm
began to die . Pretty soon no one said anything more.
Kids kept glancing at the presents and then at Miss Harvey.
There was a dull murmur like after the house lights have
dimmed once before a concert and everyone is getting
excited and beginning to quiet down so '· they can hear.
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Finally, Miss Harvey said "all right, children, gather
around the tree and sit down. I will pass out the
presents now. Remember, no one may open his present
until all of them have been passed out". Finally the
last present was in transit between Miss Harvey and
its owner. In t ,wo seconds of concentrated rip about
thirty mothers' coll~ctive works of beauty became a
sh?mbles around the Christmas tree. All of us--except
Janie--had opened their present. Harry got up from the
floor with his~· box of handkerchiefs in his hand and
walked over to Janie. He looked down at her and said
in a very quiet voice; "Why didn't you open it up?".
Janie had a funny look in her face. It was the
expression she used when she explained that the other
Christians had miscounted Sunday. Her eyes were such
a cold blue that . I got a scare right in the base of
my stomach. It was silent. Everyone was watching.
''My mother says that it is wrong to open gifts before
the day of Christmas", Janie exploded. Harry thought
for a long moment. "But I wanted to see you open it
up". His voice was even quieter than it had been before.
His jaw was shaking just a little but you could hardly
see it. "I · thought you liked me. I thought you were
nice." Then Janie did a funny thing. "I am", she
said, and opened the package containing a pin-cushion
shaped like a tomato with a tape measure hooked to its
green stem. "It rolls up just like a shade", said
Harry, and he demonstrated.

HAIKU
Tom Thayer
Afternoon sunlight
splattering through swaying treetops, butters the ground
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THE MORNING
Gary Tafelsky
She was the first thing he saw when he came around
the corner of the house and looked down the street, ··down
the sidewalk lined with full grown elm and maple trees
and houses with front porches built and roofs shingled
by the band of carpenters that had sawed and chiseled
and hammered their way through the town's infancy. He
decided to wait for her although her waving of arms and
jumping of legs and bouncing around did not bring her
any closer. He gazed skyward . The clouds scudding
along in the growing wind were the same color as the dog
and cat brains he had examined the day before during his
first biology class.
He bent over and picked up some twigs that had fallen
during the night and broke them into pieces that resembled
perfectly the caterpillars, or maybe they ~ere worms, that
he had found in the garden and destroyed. He hurled them
one by one into the asphalt street where each one landing,
helped form a circle. He looked down the street, wondering
if she were coming, and decided to wait and if he became
sure she wasn't coming he would go down the street to
where she was. Giggling nervously he came alive with the
feeling of tensed muscles aching for action and running
across the lawn jumped up to tear some leaves off the
only tree in front of the house. He didn't make it. A
dozen more tries and no luck. A few days ago the bigger
boy from the next block had done it, fresh after a
Friday night sleep. Some day soon he would be the same
size and strong enough to reach the lowest branches
and hang on. A knowing smile sculptured his face.
He thought of the casting rod and reel in the garage
and the feelings he couldn't understand when he tried
to use the rod like he had seen men do 6n TV and in the
movies . Nothing had happened but an angry buzz from
somewhere inside the reel and maybe two feet of line
moved through the guides and the bell sinker, which he
realized somehow was probably too light, hung flopping
in the air at the end of the rod. Cramming his hands
into the pockets of his worn denim jacket he squeezed
he fingers into a fist until their moisture reminded him
of the neighbor's lily pond the time he fell in and the
black muck that had gotten into his mouth and the frog
sent splashing.
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Mother had said ask your father how to work the reel
but he hadn't and never would . He decided to take
another look at the rod and reel hoping there would be
a difference. Maybe it would work today and he turned
to walk around the house to the garage and try a different
combination of pushes and pulls on the levers and buttons
of the reel ,
He was almost there when he heard it. It was a funny
sound, ·. a happy sound and it meant she was coming down the
street to see him. If he timed it right he could intercept
her in front of the house. Grinning he turned cartwheels
until he felt that he was in her eyes and flipping onto
his butt sat in the grass propped halfway up on his
hands. Spreadeagled, dizzy. She was not alone, but
pushing with one foot on and one foot off a tricycle. No
squeaks, no noisy tires to surprise him, to tinker with.
"Is that yours?"
"No, my sister got it for her birthday."
"What are you doing with it? I'll race you."
She turned the tricycle around and jumping into the
seat burst away from him down the sidewalk. He was on
his feet and past her in twenty yards. His quickness
frightened her and she stopped. A raindrop splattered on
an eyelid and he lowered his head from an arrogant tilt
as he straddled the sidewalk in front of her.
"Let me ride it."
"Just to down in front of our house and that's all
you can ride it."
The seat was too small and his legs too long for
any comfort and he sensed he had made a mistake but why
quit now and started pedaling. No speed because his
legs refused to do what his head said and he stopped,
started, went ten feet and the tricycle fell apart, severed
itself at the single joint that united front and rear
sections. Silence. A minute of taut unsureness and he
picked up the unweildy halves of the former traveller
and wheeled them onto the lawn in front of her house.
She hadn't said anything, fidgeting with her brown
hair and faded scarlet dress and he thought she had
laughed once. He would leave without saying anything
if he could and leave what was to come of this accident
to others.
"My sister will make you get her another one."
"No, he said emptily."
The front door opened and he recognized her father
coming out the biggest man in the block fresh out of
work in need of a shave and the battered cigar welded in
the corner of his mouth and the half moon glasses beneath
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the unkempt hair that gave him a certain authority and
strength. A glance around and he looked down and said
simply and softly, "don't come down here any more."
.He turned slowly away and walked away not looking
back and knew that he should have stayed inside and
read comics but soon it would be time for lunch and
there was food to enjoy.

THE SHEEP'S AT THE FLOWERS
Patrick E. Cloney
the
the
the
the

sheep's at the flowers.
pig's at the vine.
wine's in the stewards.
cup's filled with brine.

and where is the man
who looks after the flock?
hung up on business
'till three o'clock.
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THREE POEMS
John Griffith

•

Three in Becoming
Three
ours
in the shape
of a pear
at times
kicking
fast becoming
a me.
Untitled
There are
cold
stained glass
church bells
advertizing God
in an
almost town
of whites.
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Out Cast
He was an almost
but not quite type
person.
Nearly so but not
really right type
person.
His name was Right Type
but he was left handed.
And he doted at teas
and crossed his eyes. He
even breaded his butter with
rail road ties.
We hauled him away in a Christmas
sleigh, locked him in a barn for a
day till the authorities came ·to
take him away.
He amused children Old Right Type.
Pity.
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